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to  the  north.  When  I  compared  her  li¬ 
beral  offers  df  future  friendship  with  the 
cruelty  with  which  (in  imagination)  I  had 
been  treated  at  the  early'.part  of  niy  life, 
I  could  not  reconcile  the  idea  ofso  much 
inconsistency ;  yet  still  I  gave  credit  to  the 
tales  of  wf/  nurse.  Destitute  of  friendfl, 
and  deprived  of  fortune,  I  determined 
to  avail  myself  of  the  offer  which  had 
been  made ;  yet  I  dreaded  Ihe  idea  of 
meeting  my  formidable  relation  ;  and  re¬ 
solved,  with  the  few  hundreds  that  were 
left  me,  *to  purchase  a  commission  in  a 
regiment  that  was  going  abroad. '  I  pic¬ 
tured  to  myself  a  tall  erect  figure,  with 
features  contracted  by  morosenessy  pru- 
deryy  and  spleen;  when,  judge  of  aston¬ 
ishment,  upon  stopping  at  the  door  of  my 
aunt’s  mansion,  to  find  myself  pressed  to 
the  heart  of  one  of  the  most  Interesting 
females  1  had  ever  seen  I  Instead  of  that 
contraction  which  I  had  imagined  would 
overspread  her  countenance,  the  most 
benevolent  sweetness  and  kindness  were 
displayed ;  and  I  could  scarcely  avoid 
asking  the  question,  “  Can  this  be  my 
aunt  Deborah  ?  Can  this  be  an  old  maidV^ 
She  introduced  me  to  a  small  party  as¬ 
sembled  in  the  drawing  room,  in  a  man¬ 
ner  that  convinced  me  she  had  mixed 
with  the  world ;  and  so  much  was  I  de¬ 
lighted  with  the  behaviour  of  my  relation, 
that  I  could  not  sufficiently  regret  the 
folly  of  my  conduct,  in  not  having  culti¬ 
vated  her  regard.  I’he  evening  passed 
in  that  rational  kind  of  conversation  which 
at  once  delights  and  improves  the  mind  ; 
and  I  found  that  the  sentiments  of  my  aunt 
corresponded  with  her  person  and  man¬ 
ners  ;  for  they  were  at  once  .dignified, 
liberal,  and  kind ! 

(To  be  continued. J 


OLD  MAID. 

Amidst  the  various  impressions  which 
infiuenco  the  mind  of  man,  I  believe  non'e 
affects  it  more  strongly  prtjiidice : 
'this  emotion  (if  so  it  may  be  denominat¬ 
ed)  is  generally  excited  at  a  period. of  life 
when  the  judgment  is  uninformed,  and 
is  derived  from  those  who  are  incapable 
of  giving  a  proper  bias  to  the  youthful 
understanding;  and  mine  I  allow  to  have 
originated  in  my  nurse. 

1  had  the.  misforUine  to  lose  my  mo- 
'ther  a  few  days  after  my  existence,  and 
of  course  I  was  placed  entirely  under  this 
good  woman’s  care,  as  my  father  was 
too  much  occupied  with  the  amusements 
'of  the  country,  to  devote  hU' attention  to 
•the  education  of  his  child.  The  conse- 
quenc^e  of  this  was',  that  my  too  indul¬ 
gent  protectress  thought  it  right  that 
young  master  should  never  be  controlled ; 
and  by  the  time  I  had  reached  my  fourth 
year,  I  had  obtained  so  complete  a  do¬ 
minion  over  hei^  that  (unless  when  in 
the  presence  of  my  father)  my  word  was 
considered  as  absolute  law. 

Upon  the  <^eath  of  my  mother,  a  sister 
of  my  father’s  offered  to  take  me  under 
her  care;  but  as  he  had  never  felt  any 
particular  affection  towards  her,*  by  the 
persuasion  of  myiiitrsty  the  proposal  was 
refused.  When  I  had  reached  the  age 
which  1  haW!  just  mentioned,  my  aunt 
Deborah  informed  her  brother,  she  would 
spend  a  month  at  his  house,  for  the  pur- 
.pose  (as  she  said)  of  embracing  her  little 
nephew,  for  whom,  though  unknown, 
she  felt  the  tenderest  regard.  This  sen¬ 
sation  1  was  by  no  means  prepared  to  re¬ 
turn  with  gratitude ;  for  I  had  already 
imbibed  an  aversion  to  my  aunt.  She  was 
much  older  than  my  father,  and  he  never 
mentioned  her  but  by  the  contemptuous 
.title  of  the  old  maid.  Yet,  injustice  to 
him,  I  must  say,  that  my  nurse  first  ex¬ 
cited  this  prejudice  in  my  bosom,  from 
knowing,  that  if  I  quitted  the  protection 
of  rtiy  father,  she  should  lose  a  most  ex¬ 
cellent  place.  My  person,  when  a  child, 
was  remarkably  lovely ;  and  my  appear¬ 
ance  at  first  gave  my  relation  delight ;  but 
she  was  shocked  at  perceiving  (as  she  has 
since  told  me)  the  violence  of  my  temper, 
and  the  untutored  state  of  my  mind.  In 


On  the  Utility  of  Early  Marriages. 

\ 

ADD«ESSED  TO  T.  B - ,  ES<^. 

My  dear  Sir, 

As  you  pay  me  the  compliment  of  ask¬ 
ing  my  opinion  upon  a  subject  of  so  much 
importance  to  your  son’s  future  peace,  I 
shall  certainly  avail  myself  of  the  freedom 
of  friendship,  although  I  am  persuaded 
our  sentiments  do  not  accord. 


/ 
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You  tell  me  your  son  has  formed  an 
attachment  to  a  young  lady,  whose  defi¬ 
ciency  in  fortune  is  the  only  objection  to 
be  made ;  that  her  person  is  lovely,  her 
manners  interesting,  and  her  mind  hi^ly 
ciiltivated  and  improved  ;  then  add,  that 
you  had  formed  aiflFcrent  views  for  him  ; 
and  that  he  is  at  present  too  young  to  en¬ 
ter  into  the  marriage  state*- 

Allow  me  then  to  ask  whether  the  ob¬ 
ject  of  your  selection  possesses  all  those 
qualifications  %Vhich  are  united  in  your 
son’s  choice  ?  or 'whether,  to  a  man  who 
must  possess  a  fortune  so  afHuent  as  Ed¬ 
ward’s,  money  ought  to  iiifiuence  him  in 
the'choice  of  a  wife?  I  will,  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  suppose  that  the  lady  you  are  de¬ 
sirous  be  should  marry,  is  in  every  re¬ 
spect  equal  i%  the  one  who  has  inspired 
him  with  regard;  but  if  she  is  this  ami¬ 
able,  deserving  young  creature,  can  you 

•  wish  him  to  offer  her  a  divided  heart? 
Can  the  coldness  of  esteem  be  converted 
into  the  liveliness  of  affection?  Can  ten- 

•  clemess  submit  to  parental  controul?  Or 
’  can  the  lapse  of  fivc-and-twenty  years 

eradicate  from  your  recollection  the  way¬ 
ward  passion  which  influenced  your  heart  ? 

1  have  alivays  thought  that  parental 
authority,  in  the  important  affair  of  mar¬ 
riage,  ought  pot  to  interfere.  To  advise, 
is  doubtless  the  duty  of  a  parent ;  but  the 
law  of  nature  cannot  extend  to  constraint. 
Had  your  son,  my  dear  friend,  fixed  his 
affections  upon  an  unworthy  object,  it 
would  have  been  your  duty  (if  possible) 
to  have  prevented  him  from  rendering 
Ifimself  miserable  for  life  ;  but  when  you 
allow  the  young  lady  on  whom  he  has 
placed  his  aflcctions  to  be  so  extremely 
amiable,  why  refuse  your  consent  to  bis 
making  her  his  wife  ? 

To  what  cause  are  we  to  ascribe  the 
many  uqhappy  marriages  which  every 
'inan,  who  mixes  in  society,  daily  be¬ 
holds;  but  to  their  being  formed  upon 
the  slender  basis  of  convenience,  and 
love  being  sacrificed  at  Plutus’s  shrine  ? 
The  disposition  of  your  son  is  formed  for 
domestic  happiness ;  but  if  he  is  united 
to  an  object  who  is  totally  indifferent  to 
his  heart,  can  you  expect  him  to  feel  any 
gratification  in  her  society  ?  Will  he  hot 
rather  fly  to  amusements  to  disperse  the 
vacuum  in  his  breast?  Instead,  therefore, 
of  his  being  a  domestic  man,  you  will 
compel  him  to  become  a  dissipated  cha¬ 
racter;  and  what  compensation  can  you 
make  him  for  this  melancholy  change  ? 
A  change,  that  may  not  only  destroy  all 
his  prospects  of  present  happiness,  but 
involve  the  future  in  misery  and  pain !  * 
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]8tit  the  misery  arising  from  an  alliance 
of  interest  without  affection,  unfortunate¬ 
ly,  is  not  of  the  individual  kind ;  three 
persons  must  inevitably  be  involved  in 
the  misfortune,  and  many  more  may  be 
destined  to  feel  its  effect.  How  melan¬ 
choly  must  be  the  fate  of  the  young  lady 
you  wish  him  to  marry,  if  she  is  posses¬ 
sed  of  a  susceptible  heart !  For  doubtless 
she  will  too  soon  discover,  that,  though 
she  bears  the  namC  of  her  husband,  she 
has  not  been  able  to  excite  an  interest  in 
his  heart!  The  object  who^possesses  his 
tenderness,  must  likewise  be  rendered 
miserable :  for  it  is  natural  to  suppose, 
that  they  possessed  a  reciprocal  regard; 
and  what  compensation  can  be  made  for 
the  loss  of  attachment,  if  founded  upon 
the  basis  of  sincerity  and  love? 

By  persevering  in  the  desire  of  pro¬ 
moting  your  son’s  interest,  you  may  un¬ 
intentionally  become  the  destroyer  of  his 
peace;  and  in  studying. to  augment  the 
splendour  of  his  fortune,  render  him 
completely  wretched  for  life.  With  re¬ 
spect  to  early  marriages,  there  we  like¬ 
wise  differ;  if  a  young  man  has  been 
educated  with  the  same  principles  as  your 
son :  at  the  same  time  1  allow,  that  they  j 
ought  to  be  avoided,  when  dissipation 
and  licentiousness  have  been  the  chief 
pursuits  of  life.* 

Amidst  the  variety  of  marriages 
amongst  my  acquaintance,  1  have  ob¬ 
served,  that  those  which  have  been  form¬ 
ed  at  an  early  period,  have  been  attended 
with  the  most  success ;  for  the  temper 
and  habits  of  the  young  are  not  so  stiff, 
and  unconvplying,  as  those  of  persons 
who  are  farther  advanced  in  life.  If  they 
have  less  of  that  prudence  which  is  ne¬ 
cessary  for  the  management  of  a  family, 
they  are  not  too  proud  to  accept  of  advice ; 
and  the  council  of  the  well  instrucud  will 
make  up  for  inexperience,  and  they  im¬ 
perceptibly  become  both  prudent  and 
wise. 

Late  marriages  are  often  attended  >vith 
one  of  the  most  deplorable  of  evils,  which 
is  that  of  a  parent  not  living  to  educate 
his  child ;  and  they  are  either  intrusted 
to  the  interested,  or  the  indifferent ;  nei¬ 
ther  of  whom  aje  anxious  to  give  a  pro¬ 
per  bias  to  the  mind!  “  Late  children 
(says  a  Spanish  proverb)  are  early  or¬ 
phans  ;”  a  situation  of  all  others  the  most 
to  be  deplored ;  for  though  principle  may 
induce  their  guardians  to  pay  proper  at¬ 
tention  to  their  education,  still  they  are 
deprived  of  that  tenderness  which  influ¬ 
ences  parental  regard* 


I  shall  conclude  ‘my  letter,  dear  Sir 
with  some  remarks  made  by  Doctor 
Franklin  upon  a  subject  which  is  interest¬ 
ing  to  the  generality  of  mankind ;  and 
the  opinions  of  a  man  so  conversant  with 
human  nature,  I  trust  will  make  a^strong 
impression  upon  your  mind.  “  With 
us,  in  America,  marriages  are  generally 
formed  in  the  morning  of  existence ;  our 
children  arc  therefore  educated,. and  set- 
tied  in  the  world,  by  noon  ;  and  thus  our 
business  being  done,  we  have  an  after¬ 
noon  and  evening  of  leisure,  and  are  thus 
enabled  to  taste  the  real  blessingf^  of  life. 
By  these  early  marriages,  our  families 
arc  more  extensive :  and  as  every  mother 
nurtures  her  own  offspring,  more  children 
are  raised;  for  population  amongst  us  is 
allowed  to  be  unparalleled,  and  we  taste 
the  sweets  of  domestic  joys.  In  fine, 
(continues  the  Doctor,  in  his  letter  to  a 


young  married  man  of  hit  acquaintance)^ 
I  congratulate  you  most  cordially  upon 
your  marriage ;  for  you  are  now  in  a  way 
of  becoming  a  useful  member  in  life* 
All  odd  volume  of  a  set  of  books  bears 
not  the  value  of  its  proportion  to  that  of 
the  whole  set.  What  think  you  of  the 
odd  half  of  'a  pair  of  scissars  ?  It  cannot 
cut  any  thing,  though  possibly  it  may 
serve  to  scrape  a  trencher.” 

Offer  my  best  wishes  to  Edward,  as¬ 
sure  yourself  of  my  friendship  and  re¬ 
gard,  and  believe  me. 

Dear  Sir, 

With  the  utmost  sincerity, 

,  Ever  your’s, 

July  14tli|  1803.  jp 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Weekly  Monitor. 

Sir,  *** 

I  have  for  several  weeks  had  a  great 
mind  to  write  to  you  concerning  myself 
and  one  or  two  more.  1  am  a  young 
girl  about  nineteen  or  upwards,  and  al¬ 
lowed  to  be  handsome  :*  I  used  to  work 
for  a  milliner^but  about  three  weeks 
ago  one  of  my  mother’s  sisters,  who  was 
an  old  maid,  died  and  left  me  her 
estate,  as  I  was  named  after  her:  she 
was  worth  about  six  hudred  dollars  in 
goods  and  money  ;  this  is  I  think  a  pret¬ 
ty  clever  little  fortune  for  a  youngwoman 
to  set  out  with,  and  many  of  our  mer¬ 
chant’s  daughters,  I  dare  say^  will  get 
no  more,  when  every  body  has  their 
own.  Now  I  think  I  have  a  very  good 
right  to  hold  up  my  head,  and  should  be 
very  happy,  if  it  was  not  for  one  thing, 
which  presses  somewhat  heavy  upon  my 
mind,  when  I  think  6f  it; — Some  time 
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before  my  aunt’s,  death,  I  made  an  en^ 
gagement  of  m^riage  with  a  journey¬ 
man  hatter,  and  a  sober  industrious 
oung  fellow  he  is ;  but  I  do  not^think 
e  is  worth  a  hundred  dollars  :  my  mo¬ 
ther  says  I  had  better  have* him,  because 
he  has  been  couiting  me  nearly  three 
years  ;  but  I  think  I  should  novy^  look  a 
little  higher. 

There  is  Tom  Saunter^  Josiah.  Frib¬ 
ble,  imd  aeveral  other  young  gentlemen, 
all  sons  of  wealthy  citizens,  who  used  of¬ 
ten  to  call  at  our  shop,  and  as  they  lean¬ 
ed  upon  the  counter,  said  a  great  many 
fine  things ;  and  since  I  left  the  shop, 
some  of  them  have  been  seen  standing  in 
the  street,  near  my  mother’s  door  in 
the  dusk  of  the  evening ;  Mr.  Fribble 
has  been  more  attentive  man  the  rest ;  he 
is  very  generous,  and  has  taken  me  sev¬ 
eral  nights  to  the  Lombardy  Gardens. 

1  like  the  Hatter  very  well,  it  is  his 
trade  that  I  have  an  objection  to  :  and  do 
you  not  think,  Mr.  Lditor,  that  as  my 
fortune  has  changed,  1  have  a  very  rea¬ 
sonable  excuse  for  changing  my  mind  al¬ 
so,  especially  when  there  is  such  a  fair 
’  prospect  before  me  ?  But,  to  come  to  the 
point,'  1  must  let  you  know,  that  my 
principal  motive  in  writing  to  you,  is,  to 
beseech  you  to  ridicule  that  spiteful  prac¬ 
tice  which  some  young  fellows  ar,e  in, 
when  they  afe  forsaken,  of  exposing  any 
trifling  failing  which  our  love  for  them 
may  have  disclbied  at  some  unguarded 
moments:  if  you  will  be  a  little  severe 
on  this  species  of  unmanliness,  you  will 
greatly  oblige 

Your  sincere  friend, 

and' constant  reader, 

.  Rachel  Whitefinger. 

P.  S.  My  intimate  friend,  Susan 
Bitelip,  persuades  me  to  have  the  Hat¬ 
ter,  but  this  I  think  she  does  out  of  spitCy 
lest  1  should  get  into  a  coach  before  her, 
for  she  has  several  times  seen  me  walking 
with  Mr.  Fribble.  R.  W. 


FOR  THE  WEEKLY  MONITOR. 

A  gentleman  after  having  travelled 
through  different  parts  of  the  globe,  re¬ 
turned  at  length  to  his  own  country :  his 
friends,  as  usual  in  such  cases,  floclced 
round  him,  with  eager  expressions  of 
welcome  “  Bless  me,  how  happy  am  I 
to  see  you !”  cried  one  and  all  of  them ; — 
“  come,,  do  tell  us  some  of  your  adven-^ 
tures.”  After  relating  to  them  a  number 
of  miraculous  circumstances,'  “  You 
know>  gentlemen,”  added  he,  “  what  a 


prodigious  distance  it  is  from  this  coun4 
try  to  that  of  the  Hurons,  well,  aboui 
twelve  hundred  leagues  farther  off,  I 
met  with  a  very  strange  set  pf  men^  who 
often  set  round  a  table  the  \vhole,  night, 
and  even  till  the  morning  is  far  advanced ; 
but  there  is  no  cloth  laid  for  them,  nor 
is  there  any  thing  to  gratify  the  appetite. 
The  thunder  might  rattle  over  •  their 
heads,  two  armies  might  engage  beside 
them  ;  Heaven  itself  might  threaten  an 
instant  chaos,  without  making  them  stir, 
or  in  the  least  disturbing  them ;  for  they 
are  both  deaf  and  dumb.  (iX  times,  in¬ 
deed,  they  are  heard  to  utter  some  inar¬ 
ticulate  sounds,  which  have  no  connec¬ 
tion  with  each  other,  ‘  and  •  very  little 
meaning,  yet  they  will  roll  their  eyes  at 
each  other,  in  the  oddest  manner  imag¬ 
inable.  Often  have  I  looked  at  them  with 
wonder  ;  for  they  never  want  spectators, 
who  are  seemingly  attracted  to  them  by 
curiosity ;  and  believe  me,  my  friends, 
I  shall  never  forget  the  horrid  countenan¬ 
ces  which  I  have  observed  among.thcm 
on  such  occasions ;  countenances  on  which 
were  painted,  by  turns,  despair,  rage, 
and  now  and  then,  a  malignant  joy,  tinc¬ 
tured  with  uneasiness :  sometimes  they 
appear  furious* as  Bedlamites,  sometimes 
serious  and  gloomy  as  the  Infernal  Judge, 
and  sometimes  gasping  with  all  the  an¬ 
guish  of  a  criminal,  as  he  is  led  to  the 
place  of  executioxL.  Heavens  I  exchitm- 
ed  the  friends  of  our  traveller,  what  can 
be  the  object  of  these  unhappy  vrretch- 
es  ?  arc  they  servants  of  the  public  — 
“No.”.  “Then  theyafe  in  search. of 
the  philosopher’s  stone*?” — “  No.”  “  Of 
the  perpetual  motion,  perhaps  ?” — “No.” 
“Oh!  now  we  .have  it;  they  are  sent 
thither  in  order  to  repent  of,  and  atone 
for  their  crimes.” — “  No;  you  are  as 
much  deceivedy  my  friendsy  as  ever^ — 
“  Good  lack!  then  they  must  be  mad 
men ;  deaf,  dumb,  and  insensible 
What  in  the  name  of  wonder  can  em¬ 
ploy  them  ?” - “  Why,  GAMING!” 


SOMETHING  QUEER.  . 

A  Monkey  belonging  to  a  Mr.  BakerJ 
kte  of  Germantown,  observing  the  chil¬ 
dren  of  the  family  bury  some  potatoes  in 
the  fire  for  the  purpose  of  roasting  them, 
was  desirous  of  getting  them  into  hi& 
possession:  after  looking  soine  time,  he, 
embraced  an  opportunity  when  the  chil¬ 
dren’s  backs  were  turned^  and  seized  the 
paw  of  the  cat  as  she  was  squating  nean 
the  Are,  and  thrust  it  into  the  hot  embers 


to  draw  out  the  potatoes  with.  Poor 
Grimalkin  irritated  at  being  made  a  poker 
of,  complained  loudly  of  the  incivility. 


.  ANECDOTE.. 

A  Baronet  of  the  last  centur}’^,  whose 
mansion  was  in  Yorkshire,  was  supposed 
to  be  dead,  when  the  following  conver¬ 
sation  took  place  between  his  jester,  or 
fool,  and  one  of  his  servants : 

Servant.  Our  Master  is  gone.  Fooly^ 
Ah,  whither  is  he  gone  ?  Serv.  To  Hea¬ 
ven,  I  hope.  Fool.  To  Heaven!  no, 
that  IvB  is  not,  1  am  sure.  Serv.  .Why 
so?  Fool.  Why  because  Heaven  is  a 
great  way  off,  and  when  my  master  was 
going  a  long  journey,  he  used  for  some 
time  to  talk  about  and  prepare  for  it ;  but 
1  never  heard  him  speak  of  Heaven,  or 
make  any  preparations  for  going,  he  can¬ 
not,  therefore,  be  gone  thither. 

The  Baronet,  however,  ’recovered, 
and  this  conversation  being  told  him,  he 
was  so  struck  by  it,  that  he  immediately 
began  to  prepare  for  his  journey  to  that 
country,  from  whose  bourne  no  traveller 
returns. 


DIED, 


At  New  Orleans,  on  the  6th  of  July 
last,  Mr.  Joseph  Govett,  late  of  this 
City,  in  the  19th  year  of  his  age. — A 
young  man  of  an  amiable  disposition, 
who  bid  fair  to  be  an  ornament  to  Society. 
He  is  lamented  by  all  who  had  the  plea¬ 
sure  of  his  acquaintance,  and  will  Be  long 
remembered  by  them. 

On  the  5th  instant,*  Henry  Dicey  shoe¬ 
maker,  of  the  Northern  Liberties. 


MAHR1£D, 

On  the  12th  instant,  Mr.  Charles 
Powers,  to  Mrs.  Catharine  DicCy  widow 
of  the  above-mentioned  Heftry  Dice  W  ! 
all  of  the  Northern  Liberties. 

On‘  Friday  e%^ening  last  by  the  Rev. 
Mr.  White,  Mr.  William  .Booth,  to 
the  amiable  Miss  Abigail  C.  Jones; 
both  of  the  Northern  Liberties. 

What  shall  diTide  tl^  pair  whom  Love  hath  join’d, 
And  Heaven  hath  form’d  with  sympathy  of  Mind  2 
Shall  grovirng  fortune  ba'sely  interpose,  . 

To  part  those  hearts  where  mutual  pais^n  glows  ? 
Forbid  it  Love 

On  the  fifteenth  instant,  Mr.  LeWis. 
De  La  Croix,  to  Miss  Louisa  Boulu, 
both  of  this  city. 


THE  WEEKU?  MCWlTCflt 


ON  A  BIUCH^STCEMED  FRlENb, 
Who  DntD  lately  in  Cambbidoe. 

*  .  ^  i 

nam  me  discederc  flevit : 

Et,  longum  r///ecfe,  rale,  vale,  inquit,  lola. 

Virgil. 

Mourn,  Friendship,  mourn— Anselmo’s  dead, 

/  ’  Who  most  rever’d  rfiy  sacred  name ; 

And,  sympathy, '  thy  pity  slftd ; 

And,  music,  wift  the  vroeful  theme : 

Ye^  purest  passions,  >  him  deplore ; 

Your  fiwthfiil  vbe’iy  4s  no  more.^ 

Who  nmv  svith-  us  adchVn  the  dale 
•  At  eve  eerene  our  walk  shall  chear  t 
W-ho  read  the  poet’s  tender  tale, 

'•And  drop  the  sympathetic  tear? 

Ah  !  social  Joys  for  ever  fled ; 

•  For  he,  the  best  of  friends,  is  dead. 

Still  shall  die  voice  of  music'sound,  *  ' 

The  social  evening  still  return ; 

Still  shall  the  friendly  glass  go  round, 
And'bri^t  the  blazing*  Are  shall  bui^: 

^  But' little  now  these  sweets  bested ;  . 

•For  he  that  made  them  sweet— is  dead. 

.  Now  oft  I  leave  the  crowd  behind,  • 

To  wander  where  he  once  has  been ; 

•And  call  each  incident  to  mind 

That  happy  oft  with  him  I’ve  seen : 

Sad  memory  * — ^'Ah,  why  so  just 
■  When  those  we  lov’d  are  laid  in  dust ! 

'Come, 'mourn 'with  me;  companions,  come; 

Let’s  sing  the  dirge  'he  us’d  to  sing ; 

TV  poor  Anselmo’s  grassy  tomb 
Each  youth  a  tender  tear  shall  bring ; 

'  And  friendship  shall  his  loss  bemoan  ;  ^ 

For  he,  the  best  of  friends,  is  gone. 

And  Lore . Brt  hold . no  more  I’ll  sing ; 

Nor  more  I’ll  add  to  Sorrow’s  smart: 

I  fear  I’ve  touch’d  a  tender  string, 

^  That  thrills  a  mourning  maiden’s  heart ! 

Sweet  maid,  like  him,  to  Heav’n  resign. 

And  he  and  Heav’n<  shall  then  be  thine. 

% 

Had  we,  dear  youth,  thy  poet’s  pow’rs,  j 

For  thee  we’d  lift  the  lofty  line  ; . 

^o  praises  then  should  equal  ours,—  I 

For  no  deserts  e’er  equal’cl  thine.  i- 

May  all  like  thee  alike  be  bless’d-^ 

To  live  belov’d,  and  die  caress’d. 

% 

•  i 

But  come  ....the  poet’s  task  forb^r ; 

AfBij^on  makes  our  efforts  faint : 

Let’s  imitate  his  virtues  fair.,  .  .  _  ^ 

And  practise  what  we  cannot  paint :  ^ 

Let’s  tread  the  noble  path  he  trod—  ^ 

it  i«ads  to  haf^iness  and  God.— 

'  .  'MrsrvHiLTTS.  . 

*  • 


SONG. 

ANN 'OF  OEVtXN  VALft. 

'  . . 

*Tis'8pi4Hg,  tiew  bods  -bedeck  baleh  tte'e, 

And  fiUgfamt  flowers  the  dale ; 

But  what’s  their  charms  compar’d  to'thce, 

’  Fair  Ami  of  Devon  ^Vale? 

When  summer  smiles,  the  woodland  dove 
Rehitrs  his  tender  tale ; 

.  Ah !  could  I  thus  d^are  ray  love 
To' Ann  Of  Devon  Vale.  . 

Next  Autumn)  and  the*  faded  leaves 
Fly  rustling  with  the  gale ; 

Like  them,  my  troubled  bosom  heaves 
For  Ann  of  Devon  Vale.  ^  , 

And  wihter  last,  the  scowling  wiiH' 

In  chitlmg”blasts  prevail ; 

Thy  colder  heart  chills  me,  unkind. 

Sweet  *Ann  of  Devon  Vale. 

But  lift’s  gay  spring  wifl  soon  be  past, 

"And  summer’s  flowVy  dale ; 

•Nor  will  thy  charms  unfaded  Idst) 

•Fair  Ann -of  Dwon<Vale.  * 

PASTOR'A; 

Oi?,  THE  LOST  LAMBKIN. 

I. 

Soft  breath’d  the  bsdiny  breath  of  drowsy  Night, 
Sleep  o’er  the  earth  l^r  poppy  garland  threw. 
And  pallid  Luna,  with  a  trem’lous  light, 

Ulum’d  the  flow ’rets  bent  with  pearly  dew;. 

M- 

When  o’er  the  briary  heath  Pastoro  stray’d. 

Seeking  her  lambkin,  but,  alas !  in  vain. 

Till,,  tired,  thus  began  the  hapless  maid, 

'In  mournful  accents,  saddenkl,  to- compktin. 

III. 

**  Ah  me,  alas  !•  why  wasT  doom’d  to  know' 

'  “  The  cruel  pangs  of  expectation  cross’d ! 

*•  To  sip  the  bitter  of  the‘um  of  Woe, 

And 'thus  bemoan  a  fav’rite  lambkin  lost ! 

IV. 

Housed  by  me,  through  winter’s  dreary  reign, 

I  kindly  nurs’d  my  iittft  blvating  c'are ; 

**  At  spring  I  led  thee  to  the  howr’y  plain, 

**  To  sip  the  dews,  and‘ breathe 'the  sweeten’d  air. 

V. 

“  How  oft  with  thee  have  I  my  hours  beguil’d. 
Tending  nay  flock  beneath  the  alder’s  shade !, 
Decked  with  garlands  of  sweet  flow’rets,  wild— 

**  But  now»  ah  see  how  all  my  care’s-  repaid ! 

VI. 

But  since  to  me  that  pleasing  task  is'  o’er, 

**  1  mourn  thy  absence,  and  relent  thy  fate  ! 

**  Thy  cruel  wand’ring  grieves  my  bosom  more 
'  **  Than  sighs  can-  utter,-  cm*  my  wovds  relate !  • 


Y¥i. 

PeHlaps,  fhbh^tfess  Wand’r^,  hi  thy  di'eiuy  tfij 
“  Some  vfflam  trav*ler*s  markM  thCe  for  his  own  !— 
“  Ah,  wtrtched  thought !.i..has  borne  thee  faraway, 

•  <«  Xtj  diftirnt  pastures,  never  to  Yettim  ? 

Viit. 

^  IVrhaps,  sCibjeefed  to  a 'stern  command, 

Thou,  uriaccustomMloaths  a  coarser  food; 

“  Or  now  beneath  thy  dire  destroyer’s  hand, 

“  Licking  the  knife  that’s  rear’d  to  shed  thy  blood.”* 

IX. 

"She  spoke — ^and  sudden  gave  a  glance  around, 

A*s  her  swoln  bosom  heav’d  a  lengthen’d  sigh!  ' 

When  from  a  furze  she  heard  a  bleating  sound:— 

“  Oh,  h'eav’ri !” — she  cry’d'— “  It  ’is  my  lambkia 
nigh!’* 

X. 

Noi' vain- the  thought— she  clasp’d  hhti  to  her  brealt, 
Chided  a  sigh,  “  Why  careless  didst  thou  roam?” 

A  falling  tear  Her  rising  joy  express’d : 

Bhebore  the  wand’rer  to  her  cottage  home. 

'  •  Hrvyfjia, 

WRITTEN  IN  A  GROVE. 

Hail,  sacred  haunts !  fit  to  receive 
Far  better  guests  than  sinful  man; 

Once  more  the  busy  town  1  leave. 

And  seek  your  solemn  shades  again. 

The  freshness  of  the  twilight  grove, 

The  murmuring  fountain’s  soothing  sound. 

The  music  of  the, birds  above. 

The  fragrance  of  the  field’s  around ; 

All  these  have  power  to  charm  despair, 

To  check  the  bosom’s  swelling  sigh ; 

To  smooth  the  wrinkled  brow  of  care ; 

And  wipe  the  tear  from  Sorrow’s  eye. 

Come,  Contemplation-!  with  thy  train, 

Let  gloom  congenial  court  thy  stay, 

.  Till  Philomel  renews  her  strain, 

And  drives  each  anxious  care  away. 

W^ISDOM. 

ADDBESfED  TO  A  YotTNC  FEVALE. 

To  Wisdom,  now,  in  early  youth, 

Lend  an  attentive  ear; 

Its  sacred  dictates  teach  the  Truth, 

To  shun  the  Fowler’s  snare. 

Its  sacred  voice  within  -thy  breast. 

Thy  surest  guide  will  be  ; 

At  night,  when  thou  retir’st  to  rest. 

Review  what’s  done  that  day. 

So  wilt  thou,  when  thy  glass  is  run. 

And  Time  to  thee’s  no  more. 

Have  finish’d  what  thy  Lord  begun, 

Ascend, ....and  Him  adore. 

L. 

■'I  . . . . .  "■  ■  — ■  '  ' 

■•'Pope. 


